Mary Skelton and her brother came next. They nodded
amicably and went to a table behind me on my right.
There was only one more to come. He proved to be an
elderly man with a white beard and wearing pince-nez
attached to a broad, black ribbon.

When the waiter took my soup plate I stopped him.

'Who is the gentleman with the white beard?5

That is Monsieur Duclos.'

'And the gentleman with the blonde?'

The waiter smiled discreetly.

'Monsieur Roux and Mademoiselle Martin.' He placed
a faint emphasis on the 'mademoiselle'.

'I see. Which, then, is Herr Schimler?'

He raised his eyebrows.

'Herr Schimler, Monsieur? There is no one of that
name at the Reserve.'

Ton are sure?5

'Perfectly, Monsieur.'

I glanced over my shoulder.

'Who is the gentleman at the end table?'

'That is Monsieur Paul Heinberger, a Swiss writer
and a friend of Monsieur Koche. Will you take fish.
Monsieur?'

I nodded and he hurried away.

For a second or two I sat still. Then, calmly but with
a hand that trembled, I felt in my pocket for Beghin's
list, enveloped it in my napkin, looked down and read
it through carefully.

But akeady I knew it off by heart. The name of Hein-
berger was not on it.
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